IMPRESARIO

To say that it went smoothly from then on would be a patent
exaggeration. There were still stumbling blocks, not so much on
the financial as on the personal side. The principal problem was
the question of who was to have what authority.

At about four in the morning a verbal agreement was reached
on most of the important points.

I walked out of the St. Regis feeling that I had the finest ballet
company under my wing that had ever existed, finer even than
Diaghilev, with his gift for retaining the best of everything and
devil take the expense, had ever achieved. Basil departed, follow-
ing his company to Berlin. From the boat, and from Europe, long
cables and telephone calls continued, until the Colonel authorized
his attorney to sign the agreement.

Filled with happiness, I embarked with Mrs. Hurok on the
Normandie. The Fleischmanns and Washburn were also aboard.
Together we drank to the future of the One Big Ballet.

My plans for launching the company began with a season in
London at Covent Garden. I sent my press agent, Gerald Goode,
directly to London to prepare for the great, the magnificent event

Blow-Up in London

The great, magnificent event never took place. The wonderful
merged company was the shortest-lived in ballet history. For when
I stepped off the boat-train in London, I was niet by my press agent
and Germaine Sevastianov, Basil's suave and handsome young ex-
ecutive secretary, with the news that the merger was no more.
Sevastianov is the same who eloped with Baronova, later was
separated from her, and is now in the uniform of Uncle Sam. They
have since married again.

In Berlin the Colonel had had time to think things over. IB
Monte Carlo, meanwhile, Massine, organizing the new company,
had been informed that he must prepare to let some? of his new

204